Scarcely able to breathe, I sat down on the mattress. Saw it stained.
Was it blood? Whose and how?
I looked above. The polished steel ceiling. I could reach up and touch it.
Where was Olgivanna? Where were the children? I had begged for in-
formation but prisoners are not allowed to communicate although con-
victed of nothing.
'Let me send a note to their mother?*
Said Brown, 'No, it's against the rules.'
This was the machine-made Brown. Brown the volunteer driver—by
rote and routine or ... wreck of this machine. A jail.
Intelligence? All on the outside.
Humanity? Outside.
Life, love, work, honour? Outside.
Cut down? Cut off!
Dung and dishonour!
Man's cruelty to man!
The blackest mark in human life is man's deep distrust of his fellow
man! The deepest chasm dug by himself across the course of Ms own
future.
I say every citizen, good or bad, as a feature of his education should be
condemned to spend two nights in one of his own jails.
Let the good, the obedient, the wary-wise sense the endless repeat of
the monotonous 'forever* they call a jail and keep to defend their own
goodness, their obedience, arid their wisdom.
Impotent, I cursed.
Again to my feet to measure my length against the bars; head far back
and I could breathe.
Footsteps along the corridor.
The warden-watch was reaching the end of his beat—outside my cell.
He glanced in. He was just in time. I found myself. And I found 'they*
had overlooked a piece of paper in my pocket. Strangely, a broken stump
of pencil, overlooked, lay on the mattress. I said, 'Wait a second?' I
scribbled a note.
'Take this to her. They brought her in here with me. Will you?' And
wrapping a fifty-cent piece in the paper, poked it through the bars to him.
He put his finger to Ms lips, nodded his head as he pushed back the fifty-
cent piece and took the note. He went away.
Next time around.
'Did she get it?'
'Sure,' he said, 'She's all right. The Missus is looking after her and the
kids.*
This fellow's sense of duty was remiss. He broke the devil's rules in
helL
And a little light came through. I could breathe now* It would be morn-
ing sometime. It always was. My sense of humour was on its way back.
What remained of the night I sat up on the one clean comer of the
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